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and his royal brother are the heroes of the poem, to repre-
sent to them the images of their warlike predecessors; as
Achilles is said to be roused to glory with the sight of the
combat before the ships. For my own part, I am satisfied
to have offered the design, and it may be to the advantage
of my reputation to have it refused me.

In the meantime, my lord, I take the confidence to present
you with a tragedy, the characters of which are the nearest
to those of an heroic poem. It was dedicated to you in my
heart, before it was presented on the stage. Some things in
it have passed your approbation, and many your amendment.
You were likewise pleased to recommend it to the king's
perusal, before the last hand was added to it, when I
received the favour from him, to have the most considerable
event of it modelled by his royal pleasure. It may be
some vanity in me to add his testimony then, and which
he graciously confirmed afterwards, that it was the best of
all my tragedies ; in which he has made authentic my
private opinion of it; at least, he has given it a value by
his commendation, which it had not by my writing.

That which was not pleasing to some of the fair ladies
in the last act of it, as I dare not vindicate, so neither can
I wholly condemn, till I find more reason for their censures.
The procedure of Indamora and Melesinda seems yet, in my
judgment, natural, and not unbecoming of their characters.
If they, who arraign these, -fail not more, the world will
never blame their conduct; and I shall be glad, for the
honour of my country, to find better images of virtue drawn
to the life in their behaviour, than any I could feign to
adorn the theatre. I confess, I have only represented a
practicable virtue mixed with the frailties and imperfections
of human life. I have made my heroine fearful of death,
which neither Cassandra nor Cleopatra would have been ;
and they themselves, I doubt it not, would have outdone
romance in that particular. Yet their Mandana (and the
Cyrus was written by a lady) was not altogether so hard-
hearted : For she sat down on the cold ground by the king
of Assyria, and not only pitied him, who died in her defence,
but allowed him some favours, such, perhaps, as they would
think, should only be permitted to her Cyrus. I have made
my Melesinda, in opposition to Nourmahal, a woman